Or like the heat -which fire in solid matter

Leaves behind two hours after.

Once I Iov9d and dy'd, and am now become

Mine epitaph and tomb.

Here dead men speak their last, and so do I,

Love-slain, lo! here I die.

SONG

Soul's joy, now I am gone,

And you alone,

(Which cannot be,

Since I must leave myself with thee,

And carry thee with me)

Yet when unto our eyes

Absence denies

Each other's sight,

And makes to us a constant night,

When others change to light;

O give no way to grief,

But let belief

Of mutual love

This wonder to the vulgar prove,

Our bodies, jiot we, move.
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